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JUL HE depths of disappointment that awaited Charles in
France can only be measured by the insubstantial, visionary
heights from which he fell. He had dreamed of achieving
everything that youth considers desirable. Instead, every
enthusiasm evaporated in the arid air of the indifference
with which he was received. Every hope of action was
thwarted by the dependence of his position.

No one would ever have guessed as he rode across France
that here passed a grandson of the great Henry and the heir
to a kingdom. But anyone would have known when he
reached Paris that here was a poor relation, and one likely
to prove unwelcome. His mother, it is true, greeted him
with affection, but nowhere was there any trace of the
homage, the assistance or the rich life which she had prom-
ised him. From the very beginning he was made to taste
the bitterness of exile. The French in their hard, clear-
sighted, unsentimental manner could not see that the
young refugee from a lost war was of any value to them,
and their charity was sufficiently needed at home.

Charles was given a few rooms of his mother's apart-
ments at the Louvre, but not nearly enough for his serv-
ants, who were obliged to lodge miserably in the town.
He saw none of France's great men, for the court was at
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